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and more charm than any other animal in the show-ring. Nanette
followed him in, and for the first time I thought that she showed
signs of becoming an old lady. She is thirteen, having done
as many years of hard showing as Ego., who is seven, has years
in all. This is the place to pay a tribute to this great mare.,
perhaps the greatest at her height the breed has ever known.
Her liberty and range have always been extraordinary, and the
fights between her and Ego have always resolved themselves into
the age-long dispute between dash and force of action in one
animal and purity of action combined with poise and balance
n the other. On Friday there was an air of the departing
champion meeting the new, and in the show-ring as in the boxing
it is always something of a tragedy when a champion's colours
are lowered. This does not mean that I think Nanette is finished ;
Ego will doubtless find that there are plenty of kicks left in the
old mare, whose courage is still boundless. When it has been
touch-and-go between them, to see Nanette come up the grand-
stand with George Lancaster getting every ounce out of her
has always given me the thrill which belongs to any hateful and
glorious spectacle. On Friday the judges sent them round the
ring twice and then once up and down. All was over, and Ego-
had won.
Much depended on this victory, including the dedication to
Ego 3. An old Saturday Reviewer once laid it down that
whenever a work of art concerns itself with buried treasure,
that treasure must be found. If Ego hadn't found his treasure,
then, as a former Saturday Reviewer, I must have been con-
strained to cut him out of this diary, which would still have"
been dedicated to him. But to you who read, that dedication
would have been invisible. I am conscious that you are probably
saying, " What "a fuss to make about a horse! " If the reader
who says a horse is only a horse happens to be a poet, I shall
reply that to a horseman a poet is only a-poet. Looking up
what I wrote on this theme in another book, I find that I quoted :
" He who has done a single thing that others never forget, and
feel ennobled whenever they think of, need not regret his having-
been, and may throw aside this fleshly coil, like any other worn-